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James strummed quietly on his unamplified electric guitar as he leaned back on Lars' couch. Meanwhile Lars 
was in the kitchen, searching for something unknown to James, as he was clattering and smashing objects on 
the counters in frustration, James tried to keep from asking. Lars poked his head into the living room, 


"You know, you could get off your ass and help me look for it” 


James lazily turned his head just so he could see the small angry Dane in his peripheral, 


"Itd help if | even knew what you were lookin’ for.” 
"The phone! | finally get around to buying a cordless phone and | fuckin’ lose it." 


James’ baritone voice hummed along to the silent strings in an effort to block out Lars’ complaining..which was 


constant. 

"What do you even need the phone for?" 

"To call for chinese!" 

He shouted from the other room. James sighed, shifting his body around, 

"We had chinese the other night, eat some leftovers!" 

"There are none! Well, besides whatever weird shit Kirk ordered." 

James tried not to laugh. Hearing him bitch and moan about every little thing was comedic, to a point. 
"Just make me somethin’ here." He smiled. 

Lars reappeared in the entryway, 

"I'm not making you shit, ya lazy fuck" 

There was a sudden knock at the door. Both their heads turned, 

‘Its probably Kirk" 

"Doesn't he have a key?" 

James watched Lars lift himself up to his tiptoes to see through the peephole. Wordlessly he opened the door 
and grabbed a case of beer from Kirk's hand, he then bent over to pick up his large suitcase, dragging it 
through the doorway. 

"Hey, what's for dinner?" 

"Boor" 

James exclaimed enthusiastically. Kirk smiled, slamming his case on the coffee table, 


"when's our flight tomorrow?" 


Lars made his way back to the kitchen while Kirk took a seat on the chair opposite James. 

"q o'clock. | figure we get shitfaced, then sleep our hangovers off on the way to New York" 

Kirk smiled, resituating himself sideways in the chair. One of their more cherished traditions was where they 
drank themselves asleep before their flight to the first leg of their tour. It was 1988, and they were headed to 
Switzerland for their tour with Megadeth. It was more of a last minute thing, since James and Lars were 
extremely reluctant to do it. Of course they'd still been on bad terms with Dave, but for the most part things 
had been smoothed over on a superficial level for the press. 

"Maybe that's not the best idea," 

James lifted his head, reaching to the table for his first beer of the night, 

"When is beer ever a bad idea?" 

Kirk shrugged, trying to keep things as friendly as possible, 

"You guys invite Jason?" 

"Hah!" 

A voice rang from the kitchen Kirk swung his legs around to sit normally, 

"You can't keep distancing him. He's part of the band no-," 

"He's a bassist." 

Kirk swallowed hard feeling the tension in James' voice snap at him. He always tried to give Jason the benefit 
of the doubt since he, too, was considered the new kid. So rather than continuing his patronizing, he simply 
grabbed a beer as James did, and the three of them bro'd in out in Lars’ living room until the wee hours of 
the morning. 

Once the sun rose, the alarm on the table across the room sounded off. 

Lars rolled over on the floor wrapping himself up in the blanket as he stirred, but the further he got, he 
realized the blanket was caught on something. He sat up and looked to his left, James was huddled underneath 
the same blanket, sharing the same pillow. His heart jumped when he realized he hadn't any pants. Lifting the 
blanket up to be completely sure, he melted, 


"Fucking shit..” 


‘James and | better not have done anything..stupid' He thought, reaching for his throbbing forehead. Though 


the more his mind lingered on the possibilities, there was a feeling deep in the pit of his stomach that didn't 
hate the thought of getting a little down and dirty with his bandmate while under the influence. Looking to the 


couch Lars remembered Kirk was present, changing his perspective. 


Completely fed up with the buzzing and beeping of the alarm, he moved sluggishly across the room, crashing 
his hand down on the top button, noticing that the clock read 8:00 AM. Lars looked around again, surprised 
that neither of them had even begun to wake. 


"How drunk did we get?" 


‘more than usual? He spoke internally, looking around at the empty cans strewn about on the floor ‘No..it was 


only one case..a larger one, but still. 


He thought, answering his own question again. Cold though it was for a summer morning, Lars walked about the 
room comfortably half-naked. Soft growls erupted from James' mouth causing Lars to jump, and move a bit 
faster up the stairs. This was by no means the first time James has seen, or been in the same room as Lars 
while butt naked; he was European after all. But it was different, there weren't any chicks. And as far as Lars 
could tell by what he saw, James was pretty bare too. 


Hoping not to be seen, he rushed up to his room for a quick shower and to prepare himself for the flight. 
Once he was out of sight, he relaxed and continued being his loud, obnoxious self making as much noise as he 
felt necessary. Stepping into the shower, he closed is eyes tightly trying to remember what happened, and why 
he may have taken off all of his clothes, or the events surrounding it. 


Suddenly there was a muted memory of Kirk stumbling in the kitchen, and a swarming feeling of relief filling 
his body as he buried his face into James’ neck. 


His eyes popped open, scared to remember anything further. Sure he could admit that James was handsome 
and he'd never met a more amazing guy in his life, but they were friends. They'd been friends for a long time, 
gotten drunk almost every night, and nothing like this never happened. It was a total mystery, but what scared 
him even more was what James or Kirk possibly remembered. He twisted the faucet off and stood in the 
shower for a minute or two, soaking wet trying to cool his head that was hot and flustered. Heaving a great 
sigh, he stepped out and dressed himself in the next room. 


When he finally felt confident enough to see who was awake, he made his way down the steps with a suitcase 
in each hand. He took a second to look up from his feet as he rounded the corner on the middle landing. His 
eyes met directly with James pulling his jeans up over his bare ass. Lars’ face became flush, and his body 
froze as if trying to become invisible. Regardless, James turned around after hearing the stairs creak. He 


zipped up the crotch and stared upwards with an odd look of concern that twisted Lars’ stomach, 
"Kirk ain't gettin’ up." 


He released the air from his lungs in relief, "What, you think something's wrong?" 


"I have no idea | can't remember anything from last night" 
Lars continued down the steps avoiding eye contact with James, 
"Well, hit him or whatever. It's time to go." 


James did what he was told and flipped Kirk's body over, grabbed him by the chin, and slapped his cheek with a 
firm hand. 


"Wha-AH" Kirk flailed his arms, falling sideways off the couch, 

"Asshole!" He grabbed his head, "Ugh.My head is pounding." 

James started towards the door, "Get up! Time to gol" 

A moan fell from Kirk's lips in an unsatisfied tone. Before standing up, he scanned the inner workings of his 
brain for some kind of vague memory leading him towards the reason why they drank so heavily this night, or 
why it was so difficult to remember what happened, of all nights. One memory arose. Kirk saw images of 
James leaning over to kiss Lars, and when he ventured off into the kitchen for whatever reason, he 
remembered whispers and secretive laughter. Was there something going on between them? 

Lars shouted back one more time, 

"Get your ass up!" 

"What about all this?" 

Kirk stood, gesturing to the graveyard of empty cans that surrounded him. Lars shrugged, 

"l'Il take care of it in three months, whatever. Grab your shit, | don't want to be late." 

Kirk walked out the door in the same clothes he wore yesterday, bags in hand, to catch their flight to New 
York. It was a transfer flight to Europe, and nobody was looking forward to it. Since Lars was living in Oakland, 


it was a short car ride to the airport in town. They arrived right on time after passing through security, and 


met Jason on the tarmac. 
"Oh no. No. Fuck no." 


James squinted his eyes, spotting Dave Mustaine's flowing orange mane across the strip next to the steps of 


the plane taking pre-flight publicity photos with the band. He turned sharply around to confront Lars, 


"You didn't say we were flying with them." 


Lars furrowed his brow curiously, 
"We're..not?" 


He leaned to see past James, finding the same figure standing by the jet. Jason felt confused and 


uncomfortable, not knowing exactly what they were discussing. He pulled on Kirk's hood, 

"What are they talkin’ about?" 

Kirk slowed his pace to walk beside him, 

"We're taking a Jet to New York with Megadeth. You heard about that whole thing from before, right?" 
He nodded, "Yeah. Yeah, | heard. Dave was an ass so you replaced him. Shit, this'll be interesting.’ 


Kirk smiled, feeling the same way. Though he was Dave's replacement, he had no personal quarrels. He had also 


figured that they'd be so busy arguing, he wouldn't even be on the radar. 


Jealous 
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Kirk's breath hitched, and he tilted his head to Jason when James move aggressively onward, anxious to see 


how this situation would pan out. 

‘Oh god, don't fuck this up for the rest of us: 

He thought, hoping James wouldn't throw their chemistry out of whack so early in the trip. Although, yelling 
wasn't going to fair too well with his hangover, so expectations were low. Lars followed closely behind James 
also intrigued to what he might say. 


"Hey Mustaine," James called out. 


As he approached, Dave stepped out of line from the rest of the guys still taking pictures. He had prepared 
himself for the boys' immaturity and put on a fake smile, 


"James! It's nice to see you again" 
"Yeah, long time no see." 


Dave looked to James side where the short man stood with judgmental eyes. He rose an eyebrow upon eye 


contact. He and Lars were the only ones still in a "feud" with one another, so the tension was mutual. 
"Lars? Huh, | was sure they would have replaced you by now." Dave teased. 


James, wanting to keep things as civil as possible, put a strong hand on Lars’ shoulder keeping him from 


retaliating, 
"Look, let's all be cool. Last night was a little rough so lets just get on the plane and rest" 


Dave smirked, then turned around to pile into the plane with his boys. Metallica gathered around the nose of 
the jet for their own pictures, then walked up the steps to join Megadeth. 


Kirk sat beside Jason while James took the seat behind them, saving room for Lars who still seemed angered 


by Dave. James sighed, handing him a pillow from under their seats, 


"Here. Get some rest. | think it's the hangover that's got you so ticked” 


Lars forced a smile, reclining his chair. James watched him close his eyes and held his gaze for a few seconds, 
suddenly feeling the urge to remember more from last night. He was unaware of the full circumstance, but 
since he woke up naked (which was slightly more uncommon than it was for Lars) there were at least some 
questions that drifted through his mind. Though in the midst of trying to remember, he quickly dosed off 
before the plane even left the ground. 

Later, Kirk twisted around after hearing James begin to snore, 

“They're both asleep." 

Jason smiled, picking up his sports magazine, 

"Yeah, you guys look tired as hell. What the hell did you do last night?" 

"We got wasted" 


"Alone?" 


"Yeah, but not just the normal kind of wasted. Like, we got so drunk | can barely remember anything at all. 
Just a few weird things." 


He laid the magazine face down in his lap, 

"What kind of weird stuff?" 

Kirk eyed the whole cab, Megadeth being far to the front, he felt safe enough to whisper to Jason, 
"They were kissing.” 

Jason's eyes widened, and he glanced behind him to make sure the two were still sleeping, 

"Was it just a drunk thing or..2" 


Kirk shrugged, "I don't know. That's just what | saw. It wasn't like a peck either.” He shuddered, "And | 
remember them playing this drinking game and eventually taking all their clothes off." 


Jason hunched over in laughter, 


"What! You're telling me that big ol! manly man James and Mr. Power-trip over there were stripping for each 
other and makin’ out?" 


Kirk lost his composure, laughing along with Jason. Hearing it reworded like that made it easier to kid about, 


now reassured that it was probably the cause of being really horny and really drunk. Interrupting their high 
spirits was Dave sliding into the two seats in front of them looking unamused. Kirk tossed his head up and 
elbowed Jason, silencing him. 


"What was that you said?" Dave asked. 


Jason clammed up trying to remember how loud he was when he last spoke. Judging by Dave's reaction, he 


had to have heard them. 

"Nothing, man." Kirk said calmly. 

"James and Lars were doing what last night?" 

"We were drunk" 

"Are they gay?" 

Dave also spoke in hushed tones, but it confused the two. Maybe he'd been eavesdropping the entire time and 
waited for something like this. Neither of them really knew Dave all that well so it was hard to judge his 
character even based off of what James and Lars said about him, or his motives. 

"Definitely not." 

He eyed them both before rejoining his bandmates. Neither Kirk nor Jason saw this as a big deal, since James 
and Lars were unstoppable whack-jobs when they were drunk and everybody knew it. Hell, there probably 
wasn't a guy on Earth who was entirely straight when they got shit-faced. It was nothing. To them. 

It wasn't mentioned again the entire flight, and the bands kept peacefully separate. Another ten hours later 
they arrived at JFK international airport where they experienced flight delay because of the freak 
thunderstorm. Instead of waiting at the airport, which was pretty irritating considering the amount of fans 
who recognized them, they chose to stay the night at a cheap hotel down the road. 

None of them were too big on the idea, but they might be able to get some peace and quiet and chill awhile. 
The Megadeth boys were split between two rooms, as was Metallica. Jeff and Chuck were down the hall, Dave 
and David stayed a few doors down, James and Lars were placed on the opposite end adjacent from Kirk and 
Jason's room. 


"This fucking place is gunna give me nightmares." Lars groaned, hauling his suitcase over the last stair. 


"Even the fucking elevator's out of order. I'd rather bum out on the ground at the fucking airport." Added 


James. 


They were the last ones up since their nap on the plane made them rather groggy. Once they got to the room, 
Lars shoved the card key in the slot, pushing through only to find one bed. He stormed right back out to check 
Kirk and Jason's room. He knocked loudly. Kirk came to the door and thrusted it open, 

"What's wrong?" 

He peered inside noticing they were given two beds, 

"This is fuckin’ gay. I'm going back down to the lobby to get a new room." He started back down the hall. 
James saw him move swiftly past the doorway and stepped out, 

"What's wrong?" 

| asked for two beds, we're getting two beds.” 

James sighed, swinging back around to wait for the hotheaded man to straighten things out to his liking. 
"Not like it matters. We've slept in the same bed before,” 

He flopped backwards onto the bed, 

"Well whatever Lars wants, Lars gets, right?" A deep voice mumbled. 

James sat up quickly, "Oh, Dave." He relaxed again. 

"Are you happy, James?" 

James laughed nervously, 

"What?" 

"Are you happy with the way your band is now?" 

He held his stare, "Yeah. | guess | am." 

"How would you compare it to, say, '82?" 

James was confused but immediately started to feel angry, 


"With you..Lars..Cliff." He smiled, "Me." 


"| don't know what the fuck you're saying. Don't fucking start this shit with me." 


"Are you happy you got rid of me? I'm not still hurt over it, I'm just asking." 


James pushed him out of the way as he stomped towards the door. Dave's words made him uneasy and he 
wasn't sure what triggered them since before the flight, even up to this point, things had been going relatively 
well. He didn't like talking about the past, hearing Cliff's name especially set him off. He didn't know where he 
wanted to go, but wandering the shady hotel was better than listening to a bitter guitarist bring up the past. 


Dave squeezed in front of him and slammed the door shut holding his position in front of it, sizing up to 
James, 


"Why Lars, huh?" His superior eyes softened quickly, seeming more hurt. 


"Why Lars what? What do you want from me, Dave? Kirk's a great guitarist and Jason's getting along just fine. 


Worry about your own fucking self, and your own fucking band" 

"Don't you miss it? All those great times we had? | wanted to be your buddy, man. We were buddies" 
"| dont want to fucking talk about it anymore. Drop it" 

"You love him, don't you?" 


James froze. He knew there was no way Dave could have possibly known since James kept it a closely guarded 
secret. As far as everyone was concerned, Lars was just a close friend and bandmate. But then, memories 
from last night punctured his conscious thought. The remembrance of falling on top of Lars, kissing his face, 
his lips, his neck. What came over him? The more he started to think, it was obvious they were both stressed 
out because of the tour. Perhaps that lead them to drink harder and faster and display behavior that wasn't 
particularly normal. Kirk wasn't as bad as them, in fact, James worried about what Kirk possibly recalled from 
that night and if he saw them do anything they mightn't done sober. That still left the question pending: how 


could Dave have known? 
With all of these paranoid ideas circling inside his head, he tried to keep calm. Dave waited for an answer. 
"What's it to you?" 


There was no verbal answer. James’ rugged gaze was met terrifyingly with Dave's. He fell short of an 
adequate response, so he launched himself at the tall, brutal man. Their lips crashed into one another and what 
was resisted at first was slowly accepted. James' hands floated out by his sides, keeping away from Dave as 
much as possible. On the other hand, Dave held tightly onto James’ neck, cupping his jaw firmly yet delicately. 
James melted into him and brought his hands in, placing them on his waist. At the moment, nothing was going 
through either of their minds except the feeling of the other's soft lips and hot skin that touched in certain 
places. But after a few moments, James finally came to his senses and got the strength to pull away. He 
glared at Dave trying to pretend he hated every second of it. Dave drug the back of his hand across his 


mouth, wiping it dry with a taunting smirk, 


| know you didn't learn how to kiss that good from Lars." 


Rampant 


James took a few seconds to regain his composure, but soon thereafter was a knock at the door. He pushed 


Dave aside, knowing it had to be Lars. He swung it open, and right he was. 
"We're on the other side of the hall." 


Lars trailed off when he noticed Dave standing behind him. He said nothing else before heading down to unlock 


their new room that was now right next to Dave and David's room. James still stood in the open doorway, 
"lll be there in a second." 


Ignoring Dave as much as he could, James gathered his things to relocate. Getting a little annoyed with his 


attitude, Dave pulled him in by his wrist, 

"Hey, just think about that while you're kissin’ him." 

"| don't know what the fuck you're talking about.” 

Violently he swung his shoulders away from Dave, rushing out to avoid all the awkward conversation he could. 
His mannerisms were outrageous and he could only imagine how easy it was for Dave find the nerve to 
embarrass him, which was the only reason he could see him doing something like this. Lars was sure to be 
curious about what Dave had said behind the closed door and ask about it later. He was just nosey by nature. 
Lars stared at him openly frustrated with nearly everything that was occurring. He could sense it clouding his 
judgment and causing him to be more distrusting of James’ actions. He often worried about him to begin with, 
but tried to remain casual. James heaved his suitcase on the bed, 

"| dunno why you were so pushy about getting a new room. | like the other one just fine. You're so stubborn 
"Hey, | can't help it. Besides, you never complain 

"I know.. just don't know why you gotta make a big deal out of everything.’ 

His voice skipped on a nervous laugh, trying to keep the conversation from diverting to Dave. 

"You know, we didn't even have to get a room. | bet the storm will be over in no time." 

Lars noticed the daunting tone, as if he was making striding efforts to keep him from asking about Dave. He 


knew it was wrong to be suspicious, but ever since last night his view of James was different. Though that 


being said, something had to be done about the looming awkwardness that surrounded the subject. 


"Do you remember what we did last night?" 

James reeled back, nervously reaching for the back of his neck that sweat guiltily. 
"| uh..." 

"We kissed, huh?" 


Lars slumped down onto the bed, head in hands. James spun around, throwing the door shut in fear someone, 


like Dave, could be listening. 
"Look, we've been friends for too long, nothing should be awkward anymore." 


He walked back, leaning up against the wall across from the bed Lars sat. James slid onto the ground not 


knowing how to admit all the things he knew, 
"What do you remember?" 


Lars chuckled a bit, out of nervousness or maybe since he enjoyed the thought. James looked up from the 


ground, displaying a perfectly earnest expression Lars cleared his throat, nonverbally apologizing. 

"Well you know you're so damn cute, how could | have resisted?" 

James warped his eyebrows to worry, 

"Wait, did we..2" 

"| don't think so." 

He sighed with relief. Lars cocked his head, 

"What's so bad about that, huh?" 

James swung his arm forward, landing his hand on Lars' knee. There was a mutual understanding of the 
situation, but neither of them had the balls to admit their true feelings. The strange silence was tense, but 
soon the rain pelting the window was audible and followed by flashes of lightning that blinked through the gap 
in the tacky curtains. 

"lim tired." Lars moaned. 


James stood up, heading for the next bed over, closer to the window. 


"You know, you made all that fuss about the beds when its obvious we don't need it” 


Shocked by his words, Lars straightened his back, pivoting to look at James, 

"What do you..2" 

Being the joker he is, James played up the situation with heavy sarcasm, but hinted in a very obvious way 
that he was completely serious. With a wink that sent Lars‘ heart into a near-panic, he flipped the covers open 
and tucked his hands behind his head, leaning back on the headboard. 

"You're not drunk, are you?" 

James brought his legs up before sliding them under the sheets, 

"The bottle hasn't touched my lips since last night, and neither have you." 

Lars glanced cautiously at the door before remembering it was a hotel room. Feeling a bit more safe he left 
his bed and crawled from the foot of the bed up towards James. The words didn't seem to matter at the 
moment, when deep down Lars just wanted to hear it. He wanted to know that last night wasn't a mistake, and 
he wasn't about to make another one. James on the other hand saw Lars come his way, hands gripping the 
sheets where his thighs were tucked just under. He felt the varying pressure of his fingers and stared 
excitedly at him, hoping he wouldn't stop because by the looks of it, Lars knew exactly what he was doing just 
in the way he hovered over him. 

Quickly the graduating lusty smile halted and his eyes narrowed slightly, 

"Don't be fuckin’ joking around with me. | need you to tell me something.’ 

James exhaled through his teeth, 


"What, man? What do you want me to say?" 


Lars let up and fell backwards to sit on his ass facing him rather than putting his weight on James’ legs. He 


took a deep breath, 
"Do you-..fuck, nevermind, this is fuckin’ stupid. I'm gunna go get a drink from the bar." 


He scrambled off the side of the bed and stomped towards the door. James rushed after him before he was 
able to touch the handle, 


"God damn it, Lars! | know what you want. | know exactly what you want, but it's hard. Not only because of 
what's happened, but you're the only one I've ever really let in this far and l'm scared I'll hurt you." 


"Shut up, you just don't want to admit it was a drunk..thing!" 


James, with a hard stare, had no other way to convey his sincere love other than to show him. So with no 
delay, he planted his hands on either side of Lars’ head, pulling him into a passionate kiss that encompassed the 
use of his entire mouth and tongue. He needed so desperately to get the taste of Dave out of his mouth, and 
at that thought wondered if he should ever tell Lars.. No. Knowing the small, but easily infuriated man he could 
never let him know, lest his jealousy get the better of him. So on they kissed, Lars slowly allowing himself to 
get closer. His torso melded into James’, hands also making their new homes on his muscular back. Lars was so 
focused on exploring underneath his shirt that he payed no attention to where or how James grabbed him. As 


hot and intense as it was building up to, Lars broke away leaving James confused. 
"Get your ass in bed" He said with short breath. 


James happily obeyed. When he turned around, Lars slid his clothes off, not willing to wait another moment. 
James, however, was still fully clothed, but this was all part of Lars’ plan. 


Suspicious 
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Lars hungrily approached James who was now lying on the bed. He climbed on top of him as he did before, but 
with much more diabolical intentions. He hated James for wrecking his mind and creating these frothing 


emotions of lust and desire, but was equally in love with him for it. 
"You have no idea how bad I've wanted to do this sober." 


Heated, heavy breaths pushed out from James' lips as he watch him undo his tight black jeans. Lars stared up 
beneath his eyebrows, locking eyes without releasing them until his pants were slid completely off. 


Deep growls emulated the way Lars always dreamed to hear in the bedroom. A sly smirk came about his 
lovely face, grabbing forceful hold of James’ erection through the thin cotton cell of his underwear. Lars 


stroked it generously while positioning himself on top of him, legs on either side. 
"You're bigger than | remember." 
"Don't just tease me like that.." 


He kept his tortured eyes glued to Lars' hand that moved back and forth up his fantastic cock Lars could tell 
by James’ shaking voice and the tension in his abs corresponding with each breath that he couldn't hold out 


much longer, so he decided to unveil the sleeping giant and get to work. 


Down his underwear was slid, and Lars, being the tease that he was, made sure to take extra care with each 
step, elongating the agonizing anticipation From this point on, nothing was held back. Sober love was shared, 
though neither of them could recall how loud they were for fear of the others discovering their affair. By the 
time they were done, they'd been able to go to sleep at a reasonable time. Being on the go made them less 
hungry, so with everyone fending for themselves for dinner allowed them privacy in the later hours. Sure, 
they were aware that suspicions could rise, but it wasn't difficult for either of them to put up a front. 


James rolled over in the morning expecting to bump into Lars' naked body, but the spot next to him was 


empty. His eyes opened slowly, trying to establish the situation. He finally could make out the sound of rain, 
"Still?" 


He flopped out of bed and shuffled over to the window, peeking through the curtains to see the condition of 


the sky. Clouds hung above, but there was no sign of rain It took a moment to regain his coherency before he 
realized that the tapping of water was the shower. He kept his clothes off, deciding to peek through the door, 
hoping to get lucky one last time before they headed off to the airport. The short silhouette froze once James 
stepped inside. Lars poked his head outside the white curtain with a loving smile, 


"We're due back at the gate in an hour. The storm died down and he's able to fly us out. That said, how about 


you hop in here to save some time, yeah?" 


He winked. James slid the curtain back and stepped in with Lars. Nothing much had gone down other than some 
deep cleaning, and heavy kissing. They were pressed for time though, so it was difficult to enjoy. 


On their way down to the lobby, Kirk and Jason watched them walk side-by-side, keeping distance from 
everyone else. Kirk felt guilty for thinking so low of them after what he'd seen, whether it was truly a secret 
relationship they shared or not. Jason felt the low energy from Kirk and decided to ask one more time what 


both of them were thinking, 
"Do you think they uh." He raised his eyebrows suggestively, "You know..." 


As much as Kirk was equally curious, he shoved him hard. Being gay wasn't quite as acceptable yet, and with 
Dave on the prowl made it even riskier to discuss. But Jason was content on receiving some kind of answer, so 


Kirk turned his head, peeking through his peripheral for eavesdroppers. 
"Who cares, dude?" 

Jason swallowed hard, sending his eyes forward again. 

"Its just weird." 

"Yeah, well you're fuckin’ weird." He retaliated, shutting him up for good. 


Running a bit behind was Dave and David, but while the others were checking out they'd barely gotten halfway 
down the hall from their room. Their suitcases rolled in sync while their mouths were kept mutually silent. 
Dave recalled the kiss from last night and realized it may have been a sorrowful mistake seeing how it's stuck 
with him and started to get under his skin James had no signs of returning his affection, and that was 
something foreign to the attractive redhead. He tried to prepare himself for this, knowing that James was stil 
inwardly sore about the past, but seemed even more touchy when he antagonized him about Lars. This, he 
thought, could be potential ammo in the long run if he was able to find proof. If he didn't want to love him 
back, he'd sabotage him emotionally. 


"Hey, you've been acting kind of differently since we got on the plane." David spoke softly. 


Dave swung open the door leading to the echoey, metal stairwell that they had to take to the lobby. Dave was 


afraid this sudden interest in meddling within James and Lars’ relationship was effecting his overall mood. He 


forced a smile, 
"Really? Maybe its the jetlag." 
"| dunno, Man You sure you okay? Does it have anything to do with James?" 


Another forced trail of laughter skipped from his mouth, trying to keep David from growing more suspicious, 
though he got the feeling that it was too late. Just as he thought this, he caught himself gliding his eyes up 
and down the length of David's fit body while still trying to maintain focus on the narrow steps ahead of him. 
David tilted his head seeing how he distracted Dave, 


"What?" He said, amused. 


Dave shook his head, realizing he has been losing his ability to mask his emotions. Maybe the source of Dave's 
jealousy and anger towards James and Lars sprouted from the unhealthy amounts of affection he had for 

David, feelings that haven't surfaced or even been realized for years. Or a fear of them, and potential rejection 
from someone that actually meant something to him. And the longer his mind lingered, the more he started to 
embrace this new discernment, but he also felt David's judging eyes pierce his brain and begin to wonder what 


took him so long to respond. 
"You've uh..got a stain on your shirt" Dave's eyes darted away, again unable to cover his writhing emotions. 


He heard David's strong laugh bounce back and forth around them, a strength that rivled James’. They made it 
to the lobby quietly, meeting the boys where they had gathered by some chairs around the entrance. David 
was still circling around the idea that Dave was finally returning his affections, but he couldn't quite imagine it 
realistically, for it seemed too good to be true. He kept on, casually conversing with Jeff and Chuck while piling 
into the back of the black SUV that was going to be their transport to the airport just a few minutes from 
the hotel. David was desperate Just trying to keep his mind off of his conversation with Dave, because it killed 
him to think about. Maybe he read too much into it, since he tended to do that regularly. Could Dave seriously 


be interested in him? 


James, on the other hand, was keeping close to Lars which was the only thing he could do in situations where 
he felt most uncomfortable. Lars was his rock and what remained of his backbone. But in thinking this, James’ 
pessimistic side attempted to convince him that the only love Lars could ever hold for him was brotherly. 
Sure it may have begun as a friendly bond, but over the years James started to see Lars in a different light, 
and evidence from last night suggested that Lars also felt the same. He tossed his blue eyes lovingly to Lars 


that sat next to him in the middle row of their car, 
"Last night wasn't a mistake." He affirmed. 
Lars wanted so badly to kiss him one last time before Kirk and Jason piled in behind him, but the risk was 


hardly worth it. He conveyed his desire with a powerful gaze, and James understood. Able to remain discrete, 
James held Lars' hand, 


"| know," Lars responded, looking down at his hands that was clasped within James’, "I know." 


